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PASSION FLOWERS. 



/' 



Go, little book, go forth to-day, 
Thy fate to God I leave ; • 

Should one sad soul on life's dark wav 
Comfort from thee receive, 

One spirit from thy feeble word 
Be taught the Saviour's claim, 
^ My soul will magnify the Lord, 
And glorify His Name. 



TO THE PASSION-FLOWER. 

Pure garden -emblem of the Cross and shame, 
Honoured to bear the Passion's sacred name ; 
Sweet sacramental flower, in whom we see 
Strange marks of Christ's mysterious agony. 

Traced on thy petals by a Hand divine, 
The cross, the nails, the thorny chaplet shine ; 
A monitor of Jesus' Cross to all, 
Silent thou hangest on the garden wall. 

Bearing the Cross through sunbeam and through 

shower, 
Counting its portion as thy noblest dower ; 
Oh, may each Christian soul as meekly bow, 
Beneath her cross, sweet passion-flower, as thou I 

And may this prayer from every soul arise. 
Which gazeth on thy leaves with thoughtful eyes ; 
" Oh, grant my soul a passion-flower may be. 
Bearing the marks, Lord Jesus Christ, of Thee ! " 



THE MASTER'S CALL. 

The Master is come, and calleth now for thee, 
Go forth, immortal soul, thy King to greet ; 

He waits for thee, as once at Bethany, 
Go, fall like Martha at His sacred feet. 

He calls thee from the world's Destruction town. 
Go swiftly forth to Him without the gate : 

There, from His Cross, He offereth thee a crown, 
Arise, and take it, ere it be too late I 

He calls thee from earth's wells of Marah strife, 
Those waters they who drink must thirst again : 

He calls thee to the streams of endless life, 

Nor let His thrilling " Come " be heard in vain. 

He calls thee from earth's pleasures and its crime. 
Its thorny cares, its toils and sorrows grim ; 

Go I ere He close the iron gate of time. 

And thou shalt call, but vainly call on Him. 

He calls thee from the strange Assyrian camp, 
"^Tiere all who dwell must perish by the sword ; 

Arise I and swiftly trim thy midnight lamp, 
Go forth, a virgin wise, to meet Thy Loid. 



THE TWO COMFORTS. 

Man's comfort rough and rude we find, 
However kind it fain would be ; 

God's, gently steals upon the mind, 
As evening moonbeams on the sea, 

Man's comfort roughly says, " Be whole, 
Forget thy woes, bleeding breast I " 

God's comfort takes the wounded soul, 
And calms it as a child to rest. 

Man's comfort coldlv chides in words 
The trembling lip, the eyelid dim ; 

God's, tunes the heart's discordant chords 
To Resignation's glorious h3inn. 

Man's comfort chides the soul's alarms. 
The doubting faith, the feeble prayer ; 

God's, takes the spirit to His arms, 
And bids it weep its sorrows there. 



THE TWO COMFORTS. 

IVIan's comfort whispers, " Murmurer, cease ! 

Thou suflerest for thy faults alone ; " 
God's, breathes the balm of Gilead's peace, 

Nor loves to cast the upbraiding stone. 

Man's comfort often turns away, 
Or blindly tries to lead the blind ; 

God's comfort waits from day to day, 
To heal and soothe each seeking mind. 

Man's comfort checks the uttered sigh, 
Rebukes us for our want of love ; 

God wipes the tear-drop from the eye. 
And points us to His home above ; — 

And comforts with a tender smile, 
While telling of the living shore ; 

And whispers, " But a little w^hile. 

And you shall comfort need no more.'* 



"IN MERCY, FATHER." 

" In mercy, Father, for the way is long, 

The day is short, and dark w-ith clouds of sin ; 

Life's rain is beating wild, its wind is strong, 
Open the gate of heaven, and take me in I 

My heart is weary with the hitter strife, 

For nobler being doth my spirit crave ; , 

If this is what a foolish world calls Hfe, 

Grant me, O Lord, the life beyond the grave." 

" Not yet, my child, can I fulfil thy prayer, 
Still tarry thou on earth — such is my will ; 

But I will promise to be with thee there, 
A hedge around thee from all hurting ill." 

" Father, Thou hast heard my fond request ; 

Granted my prayer, though in another form ; 
For, having Thee, my spirit can have rest, 

However wild may be the outward storm. 



" IN MERCY, FATHER." 



I asked Thee to remove me to Thy Home, 
Blessed with Thy presence, and Thy glory mild ; 

But Thou hast chosen, my God, to come 
And share the earthly dwelling of thy child." 

" My child, on earth Thou hast a work of mine, 
Till that is finished I remain with Thee ; 

But, it accomplished, in my Home divine 
Thou dwellest then for evermore with me. 

Then work — work nohly on, be of good cheer ; 

Each moment's wave of time but sweeps thee on,- 
On to that blissfal hour when thou shalt hear 

Thy Father's tender * Welcome, my son ! '" 
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" LORD, BOW THINE EAR/' 

" Lord, bow Thine ear," 
The waters have come in unto my soul ; 
O'er the Capernaum sea of life draw near. 

Where now the waves of sorrow break and roll. 

WTiisper, "BestiU!" 
Command the tempest, and its rage shall cease ; 
Guide to the haven under Zion's hill. 
Where smile the waters of eternal peace. 

Oh ! roll away 
The clouds which darken now my spirit's skies, 
Wake on its misty hills the dawn of day. 

And bid Hope's spring flow'rs in its vales arise. 

Lamb of God, 
Though I have wandered from Thee times untold. 
Yet lead me with Thy shepherd's '* staff and rod," 
And house me in Thine everlasting fold. 



THE NIGHT-SUMMONS. 

" MAN I this night, this very night, 
Thy soul shall be required of thee ; 
Ere morning's golden fringe of light 
Gilds the blue azure of the sea, — 

Ere the first wave of coming day 

Shall break across heav'n's harbour bar, 

Death's wing shall bear thy soul away 
Beyond the bright and morning star." 

Say, were these solenm words addressed, 
This evening, to our heart and home. 

Could this sweet answer thrill our breast, 
"All hail, Lord Jesus I come, Lord, come?" 

Which of us all assembled here 

Could light his lamp without delay ; 

Go forth, imshaken by a fear, 

To meet the Bridegroom on His way ? 



i 
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"WEEP NOT FOR ME." 

Should my Kfe grow dark and dreary, 

Weep not for me ; 

Jesus will be near to cheer me, 

Weep not for me. 

Joy without Him were but madness, 
His bright smile can turn to gladness 
Days and nights of darkest sadness ; 

Weep not for me. 

Should the fondest friends deceive me, 

Weep not for me ; 

Jesus Christ will never leave me, 

Weep not for me. 

And His sacred love possessing, 
Truest, only real blessing, 
Who would miss a world's caressing ? 

W^eep not for me. 



11 



THE CHRISTIAN HOME. 

There is light in the dwelling where Jesus is known, 
There is joy in the home which He calleth His own ; 
"VMiile the tempest of sorrow is raging around, 
There is peace, and contentment, and happiness found. 

The key of its portal He holds in His hands, 
And nothing can enter hut what He commands ; 
His pillar of cloud standeth o'er it hy light, 
And His pillar of fire protects it hy night. 

Bright flowers of paradise hloom in its air. 
The footsteps of angels pause oftentimes there ; 
No sight is so dear to those spirits of love 
As a home which reflecteth their Father's ahove. 

Oh I blest is the home of the children of God ; 
The Saviour Himself often seeks their abode ; 
At their bright Cana feasts He still maketh the wine. 
At their Bethany scenes BtiU ia M.a\rcii^\ ^^TOka. 



12 THE CHRISTIAN HOME. 

Their chalice of gladness is filled by His hands, 
He is bound to their love by the tenderest bands ; 
Their dark cups of sorrow, though filled to the brim, 
Are mingled with mercy and goodness by Him. 

Their joy is His own, and their grief and their tears ; 
He is blest in their hope. He is grieved in their fears ; 
"The Friend of the Household," — this, this is His name, 
And blest is that home which His friendship can claim. 
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CHRIST THE MOURNER. 

The Lord who wept by Lazarus' grave, 

Where slept His friend's unconscious clay, 
Now by this coffin and this grave 

Together stands with us to-day : 
His human heart the same, unchanged, 

As when He wept 'neath Syria's vine ; 
Heaven's glories have not yet estranged, 

Nor cooled for man, Christ's love divine. 

What though we may not see Him now 

Above the tomb in sorrow bend, 
Nor mark His tear-drops as they flow 

Sweet tributes to our grief and friend. 
Yet still we know He is as near, 

To share and soothe our mortal pain, 
As when He stopped the funeral bier 

Beside the city gate of Nain. 

Although no more His mighty tone 
Calls back to life our sleeping dead, 

Nor do we see the funeral stone 

Rolled now from some dear Lazarus* bed, 



14 CHRIST THE MOURNER. 

Yet still the Saviour stands to-day 
As willing and as strong to save, 

As when He rolled the stone away, 

And called forth Lazarus from the grave. 

No longer from some dear one's face 

Though we the death -bands now remove, 
Nor take some form from earth's embrace 

Back to the clasp of earthly love : 
Though o'er the threshold of the tomb 

The dead return no more to strife, 
Yet bums there in its darkened room 

The hope of Kesurrection Life. 

Though feeble now and dim its ray, 

It sheds a lustre calm and bright. 
Shining more perfect to the day, — 

The Day of Resurrection light ; 
When Christ shall roll away the stone 

For ever from the world's wide grave ; 
They that are dead come forth to own 

Once more His power from death to save. 
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PRAYER. 

Prayer is the Heaven -lit lamp 

Which lights earth's darkened mine ; 
Prayer gilds the spirit's marshes damp 

With truth and love divine. 
Prayer is the golden tower 

Where Christian warriors rest ; 
The sweet and everlasting flower 

They bear upon their breast. 

Prayer is the only charm 

The child of God mav wear ; 
Prayer saves his soul from every harm, 

Prayer lightens every care. 
Prayer is the anchor sure, 

Which through the fiercest gale 
Binds to the distant haven pure, 

The vessel toss'd and frail. 

Prayer is the wondrous touch 

Which turns to gold earth's dross ; 
The glorious power of Prayer is such. 

It bears the Christian's cross. 
Prayer is the brightest gem 

The Christian Boul caa gtov^ *, 4 



16 PRAYER. 

It is the royal diadem 

He wears this side the grave. 

Prayer slights the allied host 

Of Satan and of sin ; 
The Christian soul who prayeth most 

Is ever sure to win. 
Prayer is the noblest gift 

\Miich God to man hath given ; 
On Prayer's bright wings the soul can lift 

Herself to God and heaven. 

Prayer is the day-star bright 

Which in our hearts arise ; 
Forerunner of the endless light 

Beyond death's gloomy skies. 
Prayer is the star-paved way 

To heaven, the land of rest ; 
Who tread its path by night and day, 

Through weal and woe, are blest. 

Prayer is the shepherd's crook 

By which our souls are led ; 
Prayer is the healing water-brook, 

The heaven-sent manna bread. 
Prayer feeds our feeble strength, 

Through earth's dark pass of strife ; 
Prayer lifts the latch of death at length, 

And ushers us to life. 
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LET US PASS OVER. 

Let us pass over to the other side, 
Why shoiQd we tarry any longer here, 

Where the dark mists of sin and shadows glide, 
And break the foaming waves of doubt and fear ? 

Let us pass over to the other side, 

Whither our Saviour, Christ, hath gone before ; 
WTiy should we love the world where Jesus died ? 

Let us pass over, to return no more. 

Let us pass over to the other side, 

Pass in Faith's vessel, set with sails of prayer ; 
The voice of Jesus calls us o*er the tide : 

Let us pass over — ^we shall find Him there. 

Let us pass over to the other side. 

Led by the flight of God's most holy Dove ; 

Pass from the gloomy coasts of sin and pride, 
To the bright shore of happixve^ ^.li^Vs^^, 

c 



18 LET US PASS OVER. 

Let US pass over to the other side, 

Why should we not the call of Christ obey ? 

Why should we still amid the tombs abide ? 
Let us pass over — let us pass to-day. 

Let us pass over to the other side, 

Pass to the Haven where all tempests cease ; 

Where calm, at rest, our anchored souls shall ride 
On the blue waters of eternal peace. 
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"COME UNTO ME.'* 

Comb unto me, and I will give thee rest, 
Thou of the trembling limb and aching breast ; 
Thou who hast sought for pleasure in earth's soil, 
And found it but a vain and fruitless toil ; — 

Thou who hast searched through long and tedious 

hours, 
Amid her briars, for unfading flowers ; 
Now from thy vain and useless labour cease. 
Come unto me, and I will give thee peace. 

Thou who hast toiled all night upon Life's sea, 
And taken nothing, come, oh I come to me ; 
Withdraw thy nets from Time's dark waves of strife. 
And launch them on the sea of endless life. 

Thou of the worn and doubt-beclouded mind, 
Seeking for rest, come unto me and find ; 
V^Tiy seek on earth for peace earth cannot give ? 
Incline (hme ear, come unto me aiA'^^^, 



20 " COME UNTO ME." 



Thou, heavy laden with the yoke of sin, 
Come unto me, and I will take thee in, — 
Into the ark of everlasting love ; 
lietum to me, poor weary, wandering dove. 

With drooping pinions, o'er earth's watery waste, 
Long hast thou roamed, now to thy refuge haste I 
Why hast thou sought for rest in all but me, 
\^^len I alone could give that rest to thee ? 

Come to me all, and take my yoke divine, 
The star of peace on all your souls shall shine ; 
And light and rest unto you shall be given, 
liight upon earth, and rest at last in heaven. 
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SAVIOUR, WHILE I WANDER. 

Saviour, while I wander sadly 

O'er the world's unfriendly sea ; 
Oh I how often would I gladly 

Fly from its dark waves to Thee ? 
Often hath my spirit fainted, 

Yearning for the promised land, 
When my weary soul hath painted 

Pleasures found at Thy right hand. 

WTien Life's waves are roughly swelling 

Through the dark and starless night, 
And some inward voice is telling 

Of the Haven of delight ; 
Of Thy landed sons and daughters, 

Standing on the glassy sea ; 
Of the calm and shining waters. 

How my spirit longs to flee I — 

From the waves of water dreary. 

Foaming in an angry strife. 
To the rest -land of the weary, 

To the shore of endleBB Wfe *. 



22 SAVIOUB, WHILE I WANDER. 

To exchange the tempest madness 

For the everlasting cakn. 
And the roving billows' sadness 

For the Hallelujah Psalm ; — 

To exchange temptation's vial 

For the crown of conquest fair. 
And the dark and thorny trial 

For the cup of gladness there. 
Blissful hour, when I shall hasten 

From the world's rough school and rod. 
And all bitter things which chasten, 

To the Home and smile of God ! 

Yet, my Saviour, till it please Thee 

To recall Thine exiled child, 
Till Thou choosest to release me, 

By Thy love and mercy mild, 
Let the Dove of peace and blessing 

Settle on my troubled breast, 
And in calm my soul possessing, 

Let me journey to my rest ! 
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MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

The weary Sabbath hours are past, 

The sun hath set on Jordan's wave, 
And I may wander forth at last, 

To weep beside my Master's grave. 

Mount Olivet's dark sombre height 

Shows dimly through the twilight shades ; 

The stars, still angels of the night, 

Gleam sweetly through the olive glades. 

Far in the valley down below, 

The city sleeps in sin and pride ; 
Her turrets wreathed in moonbeam snow, 

\Vhile angel footsteps near her glide. 

O Olivet ! my Master's knees 

Have often pressed thy moonlit sod ; 
But yester even, on Thy breeze, 

His cry ascended up to God. 

And canst Thou wear Thy star-crowned wreath, 

And calm and unconcerned appear, 
While Jesus sleeps the sleep of death 

Beside thee, on a funeral biet ? 

i 



24 MART AT THH SEPULCHRE. 

City, wherein His works were done. 

How canst thou bear the moonlight gloss ? 

Know thou hast slain King DavicTs Son, 
And slain Him with the GentUe cross. 

Thus Mary, musing with her fears. 
Soon gained the place where Jesus lay ; 

When, lo ! astonished, through her tears 
She sees the stone is rolled away. 

Above the vacant grave she bends. 
With trembling heart and weary eyes. 

Then hastens to her Master's friends, 
To tell His tomb forsaken lies. 

Now once again she seeks the spot, 
With mourning Peter, faithful John, 

Who, when they find the Master not. 
Return, but Mary lingers on. 

In vain an angel's silver voice ' 

Speaks comfort softly from the tomb ; 

Not yet may Mary's heart rejoice, 
One voice alone can break her gloom. 

And now a form beside her stands, 
Seen brightly in the morning glow ; 

Mary, unclasp thy grief-clasped hands, 
Thy Master stands beside thee now. 



MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 25 

She turns, but grief a veil hath thrown 
Across her fond and trembling eye ; 

Nor knows she, when Christ speaks. His tone, 
Or dreams Rabboni standeth by. 

But once again the Master speaks 

The name of Mary, softly loud ; 
Joy flashes now her tear-stained cheeks. 

Like sunbeams flashing on a cloud. 

That voice she knows, it is the Lord's : 
Oh ! bliss beyond all human thought ; 

When Jesus told, in thrilling words, 
The great deliverance He had wrought. 

woman ! great was thy reward. 

For thine unwearying love and faith ; 

Thou wert the first to see the Lord 
Eetuming from the gates of death. 

And now our hearts may still be rife, 

Mary, with joy akin to thine ; 
The Resurrection and the Life 

Still greets the watchers by His shrine. 

Who seeks His tomb in faith and prayer. 

In grief and penitential shame. 
Will find the risen Saviour there, 

To call him softly by his xiaixi^. 



i 
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LET ME DEPART. 

Let me depart. 
The world long since hath lost her charms for me. 
Griefs poisoned arrow rankles in my heart, 

I would be free. 

I would go hence, 
My spirit longs to break her cage's bars. 
And soar on her recovered pinions thence, 

Beyond the stars. 

I sought for rest, 
But sought it vainly in this nether world ; 
Long since, upon the bulwarks of my breast, 

Hope's flags lie furled. 

I grope no more 
For light in darkness, as I once have done ; 
The Star of Hope points to a distant shore. 

Beyond the sun. 



LET ME DEPART. 27 

Above the gate 
Of heaven it rests, as once o'er Bethlehem's inn ; 
There, till my Savionr opens, I will wait, — 

Lord, take me in I 

Thou hast the key 
Of gladness, at Thy feet my soul shall fall; 
Thou wilt unlock Joy's precious stores for me, 

In heaven's bright hall. 

There shall I find 
The bliss I seek for at Thy sacred feet ; 
Thy hand alone can crown the waiting mind 

With joy complete. 
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BRIGHT MORNING STAR. 

Bright Morning Star, 
My soul hath wandered from thy beams astray ; 
My feet have stumbled on dark mountains far ; 
Now rise and guide me on thy homeward way. 

Earth hath beguiled, 
Lured and enticed me from thy Saviour arms ; 
O Lord, have mercy on Thine erring child, 
And break the spell of her bewitching charms I 

I would retrace 
My feeble footsteps to my Father's door ; 
Elder Brother, in thy Saviour grace, 
Admit the prodigal to home once more ! 

Oh I take me in. 
Though now not worthy to be called Thy son ; 
My living wasted in the land of sin ; 
Yet make me of Thy hired servants one. 



BRIGHT MORNING STAR. 29 

My soul rejoice, 
For, lo I in answer to Thy thrilling call. 
Thy Father runs, forgiveness in His voice ; 
Clasped in His arms, not at His feet I fall. 

The kiss of peace 
Already He hath printed on my brow ; 
Henceforth my trials and my wanderings cease ; 
I am at home, and with my Father now. 

Arrayed I stand 
In the best robe of righteousness divine ; 
The ring of sweet forgiveness on my hand. 
Which bright through endless ages still shall shine. 

Whilst thrilling words 
Of welcome sound, a blest reviving strain ; 
The angels sweep their harps' melodious chords, — 
" The lost is found, the dead now lives again I " 
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CHRIST THE WAY. 

Christ holds tlie key 
Of heaven, pilgrim, hurdened with thy sin ; 
He must milock its golden gate for thee, 
If thou wouldst enter in. 

He is the Way, 
The Gate of entrance to our God alone ; 
The royal Gate, whose portals night and day 
Open are ever thrown. 

O holy Gate ! 
Opened when soldiers pierced the Saviour's side ; 
Blessed are those who round its threshold wait, 
The souls for whom He died. 

• 

Each wounded soul 
May seek it (as the Israelite of old 
Gazed on the hraaen serpent, and was whole), 
Pass through it to Life's fold. 
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THE CHRISTIAN COURSE. 

Serenely calm 
The Christian life flows on, a winding stream ; 
Its murmur breathes a soft thanksgiving psalm, 
Faith's water-liHes on its surface gleam. 

The Tree of Life 
With shading branches o*er its waters bend ; 
When sorrow visiteth its course with strife, 
Green leaves of healing from her boughs descend 

On the rough waves, 
And, lo I their turmoil and their fury cease, 
Hope's golden sun the radiant surface laves 
With the bright sunbeams of eternal peace. 

The Holy Dove 
Bathes often in its waves of limpid glass, 
And the fair angels of immortal love 
Di^ly along its shining waters i^Bb^^. 



32 THE CHRISTIAN COURSE. 

Yet are there shades 
Thrown sometimes o'er its waters and its flowers ; 
Sometimes in Sin's dark mist Hope's sunbeam fades, 
The lily -leaves are wet with falling showers. 

Through shade and sun 
She still holds meekly on her onward way, 
Until her varying earthly course be done. 
Shining more perfect to the perfect day. 

When she shall break 
Across Death's dreary cataract of strife. 
Into the waves of the eternal lake, — 
The glorious lake of Everlasting Life. 
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SPRING'S LESSON. 

When the first snowdrop, child of trust. 
Like Venus from the foam of snow 
Arising, smiles on all below. 

Spring's first life-offering from the dust ; — 

When the first tinge of summer green 
Dawns on the woodlands cold and chill, 
And the first primrose on the hill 

Enlivens nature's dreary scene ; — 

When the first note of early bird, 
Sweet prelude to that burst of song 
Which sweetens as the days grow long, 

In the wood's concert-hall is heard ; — 

When all these types around are spread. 
Then may the thoughtful mind discern, 
And from these Spring's sweet symbols learn 

The resurrection of the dead. 

The resurrection in young leaves. 
In opening bud and bursting seed. 
The mind of man may surely read. 

If death is taught by Autumn sheaves. 
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WHEN THE SAVIOUR. 

When the Saviour gives us pleasure. 
Lights our hearts with earthly bliss. 

Still He says, " Lay up your treasure 
In a surer world than this." 

"VMien the Saviour gives us sadness, 
Then He points with tender hand 

To the bright and coming gladness 
In the far-off promised land. 

When we weep above the prison 
Where some cherished object lies, 

Jesus whispers, " I have risen ; 
And thy Lazarus shall arise." 

When our hearts grow faint and dreary, 
Sorrow nestles in our breast, 

Jesus calls us, faint and weary, 
" Come, in Me ye shall have rest." 

Thus, amid the various changes 
Of our life's mysterious tide, 

Joy nor sorrow Christ estranges, 
He is ever by our side. 
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THE RESOLVE. 

O God I whatever my lot may be, 

Or wheresoever cast, 
My choice is made to follow Thee, 

And serve Thee to the last ; 
Whether bright sunbeams romid me shine, 

Or sorrow-clouds obscure. 
Lord, in Thy word and truth divine 

My trust is placed and sure. 

Should gladness be my favoured lot. 

And joy my daily food, 
Let not the Giver be forgot 

Amidst the given good ; 
Or should my life's steep pathway wind 

O'er cliffs by Sorrow's sea. 
Help me that bliss in Thee to find 

Earth hath denied to me. 

Thus let me softly journey on, 

With Thy kind presence blest, 
Until my quivering earthly sun 

Shall set in clouds of rest — 
Set on the shaded fields of Time, 

Its weeds and fading flowers, . 
To rise serener in a clime 

Beyond earth's mi&U axL& S^o't^^ic^. 
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OUR SAVIOUR. 

We souglit light, and thy bright star of Bethlehem 

neared ; 
We sought hope, and the bow of Thy promise appeared; 
We sought comfort. Thy Spirit the Comforter cheered ; 

Our Saviour. 

We sought mercy, Thou grantedst it blood-bought, yet 

. free ; 
We sought rest, and Thy Gospel cried, "Come unto me;" 
We sought healing, Thou gavest us leaves from Life's 
Tree; 

Our Saviour. 

We sought truth, and we found in Thy word her pure 

ray ; 
We sought blessing. Thy lips taught our spirits to pray ; 
We sought heaven, and found that Thyself wert the 

Way ; 

Our Saviour. 

We sought refuge. Thou calledst us swiftly to flee ; 
We seek home, Thou preparest us places with Thee ; 
We seek God, and we find Him a Father in Thee ; 

Our Saviour. 
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MARY OF BETHANY. 

When Mary at Christ's footstool sat, 
To listen to His words of grace, 

As when the Ark on Ararat 

Had found a certain resting-place ; 

So had her trusting spirit found 

In Him a sure abiding ground. 

Long on the flood of care and strife 
Had roamed the ark of Marv's breast, 

But now on Christ, the Rock of Life, 
It lay at anchor and at rest ; 

Her soul, a wild and roaming dove. 

Had found the taming Hand of love. 

The one thing needful now her care ; 

What could earth give compared to this,- 
To sit at Jesus' footstool there, 
, And listen to His words of bliss? 
Such was the choice of Mary's heart, 
And Mary chose the better part 1 

Grant me, O Lord, a choice as pure 
As hers who listened to Thy word ; 

That part which ever shall endure. 
That choice commended by the Lord : 

Then shall a fadeless bliss be mine, 

A bliss not human, but divine. 



i 
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THE DEATH OF CHRIST. 

For thee the Saviour agonized and died, 

For thee the soldier pierced His sacred side, 

For thee the nails, the scourge, the reed He bore. 

The crown of thorns and robe of purple wore ; 

For thee Death's axe hew'd down Life's healing Tree. 

In the dark wine -press of Gethsemane, 

The sacred Vine was bruised, soul, for thee 1 

Caught in the thicket of eternal grace. 

The Lamb of God was offered in thy place. 

And canst thou now, ungrateful, turn away, 

When Jesus calls thee from His cross to-day ? 

And canst thou gaze upon Thy dying Lord, . 

Smitten for thee by God His Father*s sword, 

Nor smite upon thy breast with sorrow meet. 

And, bending down, embrace His wounded feet ; 

Look upward on His visage pale, divine, 

And murmur faintly, " Saviour, I am thine ? " 
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They wander here apart, 
With grief in every heart ; 
Each weary shoulder bears a cross, 
Waves on each spirit-ocean toss. 

They weep in sorrow here, 
Through Kfe's long clouded year ; 
Hope's polar star oft hides her light 
Behind the gloomy veil of night. 

On Time's Sahara plain 

They toil in weary pain ; 

With trembling footsteps faint, yet slow, 

Towards the land of rest they go. 

Through storm and furious blast 
Upon Time's hill they cast, 
With feeble hands, Life's precious grain, 
And hope to find their bread again. 

Through mortal pain and strife 
They pass alone to life. 
Death leads them roughly by the hand, 
To the far-off, eternal land. 
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THERE. 

They are all gathered there, 
A goodly band and fair ! 
Bright pearls from every land. 
Collected by God's hand. 

They are all smiling there, 
Upon each brow no care ; 
Heaven's gate hath shut them in 
From sorrow, grief, and sin. 

They are aU sheltered there. 
From noontide heat and glare ; 
Beneath the Tree of Life 
They rest from toil and strife. 

They are all reaping there 
Gold sheaves without a tare, 
"Which they had sown with tears 
Along Life's field of years. 

They are all deathless there. 
Freed from the fowler's snare ; 
They stand around the Lamb, 
With crown, and harp, and palm. 
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THERE IS A BRIDAL FEAST. 

There is a bridal feast, 
All may be present there ; 

There is a glorious crown 
Each hmnan brow may wear. 

There is a home of light, 

Where all who will may dwell ; 

There is an anthem grand 
Each human voice may swell. 

There is a victor-palm 

Each human hand may bear ; 

There is a sea of calm, 

Each soul may anchor there. 

There is a harp of gold 
For all who wish to play ; 

There is a sacred fold, 
Christ is the Doox aiA ^ vj . 
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To this fair fold and land. 

If thou wilt enter in, 
He wiU put forth His hand, 

And save thee from thy sin. 

But if thou wilt not flee 

Through Christ, the only Door, 

Ah! there is then for thee 
A dark for evermore. 
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Lamb of God ! 

Son of God ! 

Son of Man ! 
Lamb of God, have mercy upon me ! 
Son of God, to Thee for life I flee I 
Son of Man, I lift my heart to Thee ! 

Bright Morning Star I 

Fair Sharon's Kose I 

True, Living Vine I 
Guide me, Star, by Thy pure light divine ! 
Fair Sharon's Kose, perfume this heart of mine ! 
Refresh me with Thy fruit, Living Vine ! 

Tree of Life ! 

Living Stone! 

Well of Life ! 
Thou wert hewn down for me, immortal Tree ! 
O Living Stone, my soul would build on Thee I 
Well of Life, spring up to life in me ! 

Shepherd King ! 

Word of Truth ! 

Door of Heaven I 
Lead me, Shepherd, by Thy staff and rod I 
And pasture me, Word, on Truth's green sod I 
And let me pass through thee, Door, to Gcid*. 
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THE BIRTH OF CHRIST. 

Bethlehem I exalted far 

Beyond all cities of renown, 
WTien shone Messiah's natal star 
Above thy poor and humble townj 
And in thine inn, with strangers rife. 
Thy God awoke to human life. 

Yet Bethlehem, though now we may not greet, 
Like thee, the infant Saviour in our street ; 
Yet still more honoured even than thine inn, 
Our spirits, swept and garnished from their sin. 
May furnish now, like thee, a poor abode, 
An humble dwelling for the Son of God. 

Mary, thou wert truly blest I 
That little infant was Divine 
Who nestled fondly in thy breast, 

Whose arms around thee loved to twine : 
The Son of God*s eternal love, 
Though come to be thy household dove. 

Yet Mary, though we may not hold, like thee. 
The infant Saviour cradled on our knee. 
Nor clasp with rapture in our trembling hands 
The Royal Infant, wrapt in swaddling bands, 
Yet blessings high as thine to hearts are given, 
Who in their arms embrace the Christ of Heaven. 
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Ye shepherds by the angels led, 

And the sweet tidings of their psalm, 
To cluster round the cradle-bed 

Where lay God's spotless infant Lamb, 
How blessed were your eyes, to rest 
On God in flesh made manifest I 

Ye shepherds, though we may not now behold 
The infant Shepherd of the world's wide fold, 
Nor hasten with ye, in that Babe to see 
Heaven's highest wisdom, deepest mystery. 
Yet still with ye our spirits may rejoice, 
For though we see Him not, we hear His voice. 

Ye wise and honoured Gentile band, 

Guided to where the young child lay 
By God's eternal ruling Hand, 
Ye saw the rising of the Day ; 
The dawning of that morning bright 
Whose noon should fill the world with light. 

Though in that chequered child of smiles and tears 
The God revealed of everlasting years 
We are not, Simeon -like, allowed to see. 
Nor offer Him our gifts, wise men, with ye, 
Yet still, through faith, beheving in His word, 
We offer nobler homage to the Lord. 
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KIND WOKDS. 

Lightly as the silver snowflakes 

Falling on the wintry sea ; 
Gently as the murm'ring accents 

Of the spring leaves on the tree : 
Sacred as the thrilling music 

Pealing from an angel's chords. 
Falling from the harp of kindness, 

Echo fond and loving words. 

Wells in Life's Sahara desert. 

Diamonds in its darkened mine, 
Pearls amidst its biUowed ocean, 

Words of love and kindness shine : 
Wild flowers growing on Life's mountains, 

Rough with many a rock of care. 
Pouring forth a luscious sweetness 

On the wild and throbbing air. 

Words of kindness, rays of beauty, 

Piercing clouds of darkest gloom, 
Cheering on the path of duty 

Many a lonely spirit home : 
Sunbeams, throwing golden lustre 

Where the foaming billows rove ; 
Stars, a bright and shining cluster, 

Beaming from the heaven of love. 
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Blessed are the eyes which see ye I 

Blest the ears on whom ye fall I 
But the loving lips which breathe ye 

Are more blessed still than all! 
Happy are the hearts ye brighten, 

Bainbowing their clouds of ill ; 
But the hearts from whence ye lighten 

Are more fair and lovely still I 
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ON THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 

The little dress is folded by, 
The little cradle vacant stands, 

The hat and gloves now useless lie. 
For death hath clasped the little hands. 

The broken, old, yet treasured toy, 
Unplayed with, rests upon the floor ; 

The little name, once breathed with joy. 
Is uttered in the house no more. 

A childish laugh and footstep light 
Are heard no longer in the hall ; 

The lamp no longer casts at night 
A little shadow on the wall. 

At eve, when twdlight shades grow dim, 
A mother sits with grief-clasped hands ; 

No longer to repeat his hymn 
A white-robed child beBide her stands. 
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O mother, from thy dark despair, 
Ijook up to heaven, and thou shalt see 

Thy white-robed infant kneeling there, 
To lisp hifl prayer at Jesus' knee I 

Yes. mother of the tear-stained brow, 
Thy child, above earth's princes blest. 

Is guarded by the angels now, 

And sheltered on the Saviour's breast. 
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THE SUNBEAM ON THE GKAVE. 

We stood around the grave, 
Calm sunshine gilded lovely nature then, 
And the soft tremble of the distant wave. 

Mingling with bird-notes from each wooded ^leu, 
Rose on the whisper-gallery of the air, 
A contrast to our solemn burial-prayer. 
Our hearts were sad, our spirits felt the gloom 
Cast by the shadow of that opened tomb, 
When, straying from the skies, a sunny beam 
Lined the dark tomb -side with its golden gleam, 
xind clothed the coffin in its lustre bright, 
As in a beauteous pall of cloudless light ; 
Its gentle presence brought a sweet relief 
To our poor hearts,- robed in the crape of griet^ 
The chord of hope within us it awoke, 
And audibly, yet silent, to us spoke : 

" As this opened grave I line, 
And upon this coffin shine, 
Even so to thee are given 
Glorious promises from heaven. 
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To dispel death's sliady gloom, 
Gild with radiant hope the tomb, 
Christ hath risen from the grave, 
He hath power from death to save. 
Gaze not hopeless on the bier. 
For thy Lazarus sleepeth here ; 
Him to death thou hast not given, 
He is living now in heaven ; 
Soon a resurrection morrow, 
Dawning on t :is night of sorrow. 
Will awake him from his sleep 

To a life of endless joy : 
Therefore, mourner, cease to weep, 

God Himself sliall death destroy." 

And then in grief, but looking for that day, 
We placed the stone, which Christ shall roll away, 
* When He shall stand before earth's graveyard door. 
And call each sleeping Lazarus forth once more. 
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TO A SUNBEAM. 

" Fairy ray of sunny light. 
Where hast thou been straying ? " 

'^ On the wild waves playing, 

Pausing in my merry flight 

On those rocks of golden brown, 

Which o'er ocean grandly frown, 

Gilding woodland, hill, and mountain, 

Kiver, well, and flowing fountain." 

" Sunny beam, what hast thou seen, 

Where thy footsteps bright have been ? " 

" Oh, I have witnessed scenes of gladness. 

Scenes of beauty, scenes of sadness ; 

Scenes of death, and scenes of life ; 

Scenes of peace, and scenes of strife ; 

Scenes of plenty, scenes of dearth ; 

Scenes of sorrow, scenes of mirth ; 

Scenes of laughter, scenes of crying ; 

Birthday scenes, and scenes of dying ; 

Scenes of poverty and wealth ; 

Scenes of sickness, scenes of health ; 

Joyous scenes of family greeting ; 

Scenes of parting, scenes of meeting. 
1 have played on the cheek of the fair, blushing bride, 
As she solemnly stood by the altar's calm side ; 
I have gazed on the widow, as sadly she wept 
By the tomb where her husband unconsciously slept ; 
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I have laughed on the cradle, and shone on the bier : 

I have brightened the smile, I have rainbowed the tear. 

But wherever I go, I go only to cheer. 

And therefore to all my bright presence is dear ; 

In the palace, the cottage, the dungeon, the cave, 

To the rich and the poor, to the free and the slave, 

All welcome with gladness my kind little ray. 

And loving looks greet me wherever I stray. 

Yet to visit earth now makes me mournful and sad, 

For I saw her in Eden's days, lovely and glad. 

When still those blest accents of God, * Very good,* 

Were true of each mountain, each river and wood. 

Her gardens and fields ; but of man most of all. 

In God's image created. How fearful the fall 

From that bright throne of glory to sorrow and thrall. 

From the crown of the monarch to the chain of the 

slave, 
From life, deathless life, to the bier and the grave I 
Though still beauty lingers fair nature to crown, 
'Tis the beauty of eve when the sun hath gone down, 
W^here the tarrying light shows how lovely the noon, 
Which faded from earth with her Eden too soon : 
Earth, sharer with man in his sentence and doom. 
Once his beautiful home, now his prison and tomb I 
Soon, soon may the Sun of God's mercy and love. 
Which shone upon man from the mansions above, 
Shed its beautiful light to dispel thy dark gloom, 
And restore thee to more than thy paradise bloom I " 
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SYMPATHY. 

I PLUCKED a flower, a simple flower, 

It seemed to own a magic power ; 

For when I gave it to a child 

That wept, it checked its tears and smiled. 

I spoke a word, a gentle word, 

To one pierced through with sorrow's sword ; 

And it, too, played a magic part. 

For, oh I it soothed that broken heart. 

I shed a tear, a feeble tear, 
A\'ith one w^ho wept beside a bier; 
xVnd midst her grief she turned to me. 
And blessed me for my sympathy. 

And then I found the magic power 
That worked in tear, and word, and flower, 
And seemed so wonderful to me, 
Was but the power of sympathy. 
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THE UNCHANGING FRIEND. 

Though earthly friends grow cold and strange, 
There is a Friend that knows no change : 

Yes, Jesus changeth never I 
The same to-day, the same to-morrow, 
The same in joy, the same in sorrow, 

Clirist is the same for ever. 

\A'hen hopes once bright begin to fade, 
^Yhen joys grow dim and sorrows shade. 

And thou art fiUed with care, 
To Christ, thy tender Saviour, flee. 
He feels for thy anxiety, 

And will it with thee share. 

And when thy heart is bounding light, 
And thou art filled with prospects bright, 

When simshine gilds Life's flowers. 
His smile and generous sympathy 
Will still be thine, to gladden thee, 

And sweeten joy's fair hours. 
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THE ANGEL AND CHILD. 

At midnight a knock came to the door, 
And a footstep trod the nurs'ry floor ; 
And an angel form bent o'er the bed 
Where shimbered a little curly head. 

He silently gazed on the sleeping child, 
Then said in an accent soft and mild, — 
" Sweet babe, for thee from thy God I come I 
Wilt thou come with me to my brighter home ? 

Bright, happy children are walking there, 
In those beautiful gardens, sweet and fair, 
On whose golden walks glad sunbeams play : 
Then come with me, dear one, come away I " 

At first the little one seemed afraid. 

But his hand on her neck the Angel laid ; 

And soon the infant forgot her fright, 

Ab ahe played with the AngeVs robe of light. 
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" Yes, Angel bright, I will go with thee I 
But mother, may she not come with me ? 
She will he so lonely when I am gone." 
Thus pleaded softly the little one. 

And the Angel kissed the loving child ; 
But while o'er the babe he sweetly smiled, 
A tear-drop stood in his bright blue eye. 
For he felt for the mother whose child must die. 

" I never knew that an Angel wept," 
Said the babe, as close to his arms she crept ; 
" Let me wipe that tear from thy shiny eye, 
For why should a beautiful Angel cry ?" 

" My child, I can wait no longer here, 
Embrace thy mother, so fond and dear, 
And teU her that God hath sent for thee. 
And then thou shalt come to heaven with me." 

" Sweet mother ! " the dying one softly cried, 
And the mother came to the cradle -side. 
" Beloved infant ! what aileth thee ? " 
The Angel, mother, hath come for me. 
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I am going with him to the home of God, 
To dwell in that lovely and bright abode. 
God sent him for me. He is so kind ; 
But it saddens me, mother, to leave tko^ ^^Viasl^^. 
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But the Angel will soon return for thee, 
To bring thee to heaven, and back to me ; 
Then kiss me, mother, the Angel waits 
To bear me aw^ay to the golden gates." 

The mother gave her the last embrace, 
And pressed her lips to the infant's face ; 
But ere she had raised her drooping head, 
The infant and Angel to God had fled. 
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THE SABBATH. 

Crown of the year, sweet Sabbath I thou 

Bright pearl from heaven's own glassy sea, 

Stray moment of eternity. 

Gleam from the temple light of God, 

Flashing along Time's shaded road, 

To prove to man's half-blinded sight 

The being of a world of light ; 

Kcho of heaven's great anthem chime. 

Pealing along the hills of Time; 

A sunbeam on the week's dark brow, 

A snowdrop midst earth's wintry snow ; 

A leaflet from the Tree of Life, 

AVafted along earth's stream of strife ; 

( ,'oin from the treasury of heaven. 

To man in mercy lent, not given, 

To raise his heart from earth's poor pleasures. 

And fix it on eternal treasures. 

Oh, would that man would learn to prize 

This signal favour of the skies I 

That so he never may regret, 

Wlien earth's last Sabbath sun hath set, 

(.)r shun to meet the damming ray 

( )f heaven's unending Sabbath-day. 
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LIFE AND ITS AIM. 

Oh I let us not be idle, life is short, 

And there is much to do ; 
Then wherefore spend in vain and aimless sport 

Its hours, so brief and few ? 
Are there no words of kindness to be spoken ? 
No heart to soothe, with sin and sorrow broken ? 
No wanderers in the wretched ways of sin, 
For Jesus and eternity to win ? 
No trembling shipwrecked mariner to save 
From sorrow's threatening and o'erwhelming wave ? 
No mourner, weeping on some loved one*s grave, 
To soothe with words of sympathy and love, 
And point to meetings in a home above? 
No little child to teach, with tender care, 
The name of Jesus, and the worth of prayer ? 
Yes, there is much to do on earth for heaven, 
Then let thy life to this high work be given ; 
The greatest pleasure earth and life afford 
Is " labour in the vineyard of the Lord." 
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THE NAME OF JESUS. 

Jesus, there is a beauty in thy Name, 
Compared with which earth's beaut}'^, wealth, and fame 
Grow pale and dim, as when a candle's ray 
Grows useless, midst the noon-tide smiles of day. 

More sweet than Arab spices are to me, 
More precious than the pearls, gems of the sea ; 
Far more melodious than a heavenly psalm, — 
Jesus, Thy Name to my fond heart is balm. 

Go, breathe the Name of Jesus in the ear 
Of him who knoweth sorrow, grief, or fear. 
For it alone can banish grief away. 
And turn the night of tears to sunny day. 

And when I sink to sleep on Death's cold arm. 
That precious Name shall soothe away alarm ; 
My lips shall speak it in the hour of death, 
And in its utterance spend, in heaven, their first-draw 
breath. 
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MORNING HYMN. 

When fair morning's rosebud hue 
Tingetb heaven's bright azure blue, 
When the hands of waking Light 
Draw away the blinds of night, 
When night's starry band grows dim, 
Wild waves chant their morning hymn, 
In those hours of early day 
Humbly pray. 

In those sweet, fresh morning hours, 
When the dew-drops crown the flowers 
With their glittering diadems, 
Bright as ocean's pearly gems. 
Ask that God's sweet Spirit's dew 
May thy soul again renew : 
Tune thy heart again to raise 
Songs of praise. 

Ere the toil of day begin, 
Ere the world's rough business din 
Cloud thee with its shady care, 
Fly to heaven, in spirit, — there 
Oifer up thy morning prayer, 
Hymns of grateful glory sing 
To thy King, 
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DEATH, THE GRAVE, AND HP^AVEN, 

" And art thou gone, beloved one, 
And shall I see thee here no more ? " 

Death's rushing Wave along Life's shore 
Responded, " No ! on earth no more." 

" Where hast thou laid my child, O Wave 
Of Death ! I pray thee, tell me where ? " 

It answered, " In the silent grave ; 

Go, seek her, thou wilt find her there.*' 

" Grave ! kind Grave I give back the child — 
My child — which Death to thee hath given." 

The Grave rebuked my anguish wild. 

And said, " She passed through me to Heaven." 

False are the words Death to thee saith, 

She dwells not in my dark abode ; 
I took her from the arms of Death, 

But gave her to the arms of God." 



And strangely then the cold Grave smiled. 
And said, " Thou must to Heaven repair ; 

If thou wouldst find thy missing child, 
She dwells with God, kei ¥a^Jafit,\Xi'et^r 
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" In Heaven ! " that word of peace removed 
The bitter anguish of my breast ; 

What could I wish for my beloved 
More perfect than that perfect rest ? 

To whom more willingly resign 
My little one than to her God ? 

Xow take her, Father, she is Thine, 
And let us meet in Thine abode. 
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FAMILY PRAYER. 

I REMEMBER, I remember, 'twas the hour of evening 

prayer, 
And the father, and the mother, and the little children fair 
Together bent in worship, before the throne of love, 
A bright and touching emblem of God's family above ; 
I remember with what rapture I gazed upon the sight, 
It seemed a sunbeam earth had caught from heaven's 

pure lustrous light. 

I remember how the father of that dear united band 
Asked that, undivided, they might meet in heaven's 

uniting land. 
And I marked the mother's earnest tears respond a 

heart's " Amen," 
As she clasped her hands and whispered, " Grant we 

meet in heaven again I " 
And I learned to know the value of united family 

prayer, 
To raise up hearts to heaven, and to fix the afifectionB 

there. 
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TO A MOURNER. 

^louRNER, why weep'st thou by the grave ? 

Why weep'st thou by the grave ? 
Hast thou not known Thy Saviour's power 

Omnipotent to save ? 
And canst thou wish thy loved one back 

In this cold world, so drear ? 
Oh, cease to weep above his tomb, 

Thy dear one is not here I 

There is a lovely shore of light 

Beyond death's dismal wave, 
A,nd there thy blessed lost one dwells, 

He sleeps not in the grave. 
Then cease such bitter tears to shed, 

And dry thy filling eyes, 
WTiy wilt thou seek among the dead 

A child of Paradise ? 

Whilst thou art mourning here in night. 

Above this lonely grave, 
His spirit, sheltered from all storms, 

Walks heaven's glassy wave : 
His voice is heard amid the choir. 

In that sweet death -free land. 
And he's a joyful member now 

Of God's own liowaeliold band. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A SAILOR. 

Thou art gone down 
Beneath the wave, 
Thou sleepest alone 
In some distant cave. 
Unattended by one who held thee dear, 
Thou wert laid to rest in thine ocean bier ; 
And, perchance, no fond eye dropt a tear. 
As they watched thee sink to thy last repose, 

In the graveyard of the deep. 
And heard the waves above thee close. 

At home, fond parents and sisters weep 
For their sailor boy, their pride and joy. 

At eve, when they gaze on the tranquil sea. 
Lit up with sunset hue ; 

With sorrow, yet gladness, they think on thee, 
Entombed in its waters blue. 
With sorrow, for thou wilt come no more ; 
With gladness, for, landed on heaven's bright shore. 
Thy voyages of peril and danger aU past, 
Thou hast entered the haven of glory at last. 
And moored thy frail bark on those waters of glass, 
O'er which not one ripple of sorrow may paaa. 
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FRIENDSHIP'S LINK. 

Friendship binds loving hearts together, 

Parted across life's main, 
Nor time nor distance e'er can sever 

The love -links of its chain. 

A friend I No language can mifold 

The meaning of the name, 
It values more than India's gold. 

Or earth's most envied fame. 

Oh I who can estimate the worth 

Of one true friend to share, 
With you in all the joys of earth, 

And soothe you in its care ? 

But earthly friendship must decay, 

However bright it be. 
For earthly friends are swept away 

On death's unfriendly sea. 

But friendship, blest by God's own smile. 
Though parted by death's tide, 

Is only parted for aw^hile. 
To meet where deatk eatvuot divide. 
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THE IVY. 

The Ivy clings 

To fallen things, 
And sheds a lustre o*er decay ; 

Dismantled halls 

And old grey walls 
Grow young again beneath its sway. 

It loves to climb 

Wherever Time, 
Or Ruin's spoiling hand, hath been ; 

Yes, ever there, 

With genVous care. 
It spreads its sheltering robe of green. 

An emblem sweet. 

With truth replete, 
Of Idndness, is the Ivy green ; 

Which loves to wield 

Its power to shield, 
WTiere Grief or Sorrow'a TDLWv4\i»JCCL\sfeRsa.. 
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EVENING. 

Daylight's merry smiles have faded, 
Lightly clouded is heaven's blue ; 

And the ocean's breast is shaded 
With a dim and greyish hue. 

Calmly on the waters lying, 

See the little ships at rest ; 
Whilst each ocean bird is flying 

Homeward to its cavern nest. 

Gaily sporting, watch the billows, 
Childlike, on the ocean's breast ; 

Moonbeams, for their nightly pillows, 
Choose the waves' soft feathered crest. 

Thoughts of God and holy feeling. 
In this thrilling hour of calm. 

Like sweet chords from angels pealing, 
Fill the spirit ml\i tYievT ^^ilm. 
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SONG OF THE CUCKOO. 

First notes of the cuckoo, how sweetly they ring 
Through woodlands so gently and clear, 

The sweetest of all the sw^eet music of spring, 
Which gladden the heart and the ear ; 

To sit 'neath the shade of some hloom-hursting tree. 
On some bank covered over with flowers, 

And listen, O cuckoo, sweet cuckoo, to thee, 
In spring's fresh and beautiful hours. 

Is a pleasure most sweet, yet still mingled with pain, 
For it bringeth back spring -tides of yore, 

When friends once were listening with us to her strain, 
\^Tio now hear the cuckoo no more I 

Those two simple notes more itne music contain, 
Rung forth in the wood's concert halls. 

Encored by the echoes of mountain and plain. 
Than lays sung in theatre walls. 

The Master who taught the sweet cuckoo to sing. 
Taught angels their anthems in heaven ; 

To Him we owe all the pure pleasure of spring, 
And thanks to His mercy be giveiv. 
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BURIAL AT SEA. 

Around his corpse no torches blazed, 
As they laid him in his last long sleep. 

Where human eye hath never gazed, 
In the silent graveyard of the deep. 

Around his corpse the blue waves close, 

No sailor eye is seen to weep, 
As they watch him sink to his last repose, 

In the silent graveyard of the deep. 

They lay him down in his ocean grave, 

No sound disturbs the tranquil air. 
Save the ceaseless murmur of the wave, 

And the solemn voice of burial-prayer. 

Yet the Form which stood by Lazarus* cave. 
And the Voice which called him from his sleep, 

Shall roll away the tombstone wave 
From the grave in the graveyard of the deep. 

And the Resurrection and the Life 

Shall call him forth from his coral bed, 

When, amidst the struggle of earth's last strife. 
Tie ocean shall give up liei dead. 
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BEAUTIFUL CASTLE. 

Beautiful castle, old and grey, 

Bright with the light of declining day, 
Which ivy, the plant that may ever be seen 
Where Time with his hand of destruction hath been, 
Hath robed in a mantle of beautiful green. 

To conceal its sad ruin's decay. 
Through thy crevices moonbeams now gently may 

glide. 
To pour thy frail light o'er the lake's fragile tide. 
Which murmurs around thy lone island's still side. 
No human face laughs from thy windows on high. 

Deserted and lone are thy halls. 
Unfrequented, save by some stray bird of the sky. 

Which finds a green home in thy walls. 
Yet Nature around thee is lovely and fair, 

For Time hath not faded her hue ; 
And heaven, no changing is visible there, 

In its ever-fresh beautiful blue. 
Thus man and his art must all vanish away. 

Like these poor demolished old walls ; 
But God and His works will survive that decay 

^Tiich everjrthing human befalls. 
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A QUESTION. 

Hast thou never wept ? 

Has thy heart never sighed ? 
Has joy never crept 

One brief hour from thy side ? 

Oh ! then, be thou thankful 

To Him who hath shed 
The sun on thy pathway, 

Its beams on thy head : 

And scorn not in rudeness, 

Or folly, or pride, 
The mourner who creepeth 

In tears at thv side. 

For God's are the sunbeams. 
And God's are the showers. 

And each as He pleaseth 
He gives to His flowers. 

The sun -clothed blossoms 

Should shed a soft light 
On those buds where the rain-drops 

Hans: heavv and white. 
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Remember the Saviour 
The mourner hath blest, 

And promised him comfort, 
And promised him rest. 

Remember that Saviour, 
When here upon earth, 

Trod pain's narrow path. 
Not the broad way of mirth. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN. 

We see him now no more, 

His absence we deplore, 

The Spirit of the Lord hath caught him, Philip-like, 
away ; * 

In the Azotus land 

Of ieaven, at Christ's right hand, 

He may be found whom we have lost, whose death we 

mourn to-day« 

No longer, side by side, 

We in Life's chariot ride, 
The chariot of Salvation hath come down and taken him ; 

He hath gone up through night 

To the all-perfect light. 
That light we may not gaze upon, lest our frail eyes 
should dim. 

The wild Red Sea of Death, 

Cleaved by the rod of Faith, 
Hath rolled itself in walls to let his spirit safely pass ; 

His passage home was calm, 

Sure as an angel's psalm, 
And now he treads triumphantly the mingled sea of 
glass. 

* " And the Spirit of the Lord caught away Philip ... 
But be was fovaid at Azotus." — Acts, \iii. 39, 40. 
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THE ANGELS. 

It is long since the gate of Time 

Hath opened to an angel's hand, 
Long since celestial tones sublime 

Have echoed softly in our land ; 
Since the lone saint on Patmos* isle 

Saw the last son of light depart, 
No angel's voice, no angel's smile, 

Have comforted the human heart. 

No angel sits on Death's cold stone, 

To cheer earth's saddened watchers now, 
Or ask the many Marys lone. 

With gentle voice, " Why weepest thou ?" 
\Mien gazing up to heaven we stand, 

With weary looks of hopeful pain. 
No angels now are near at hand, 

To whisper, " Christ shall come again." 

When seemingly unanswered lie 

Our prayers and alms before the Lord, 

No angel form now draweth nigh 
To tell us that our pra^et \&\skfe%x\\ 
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When in the dungeon-walls of grief 
We, Peter-like, imprisoned pine, 

No longer, come to our relief. 
We see the robes of angels shine. 

But there is One whose wings are spread 

Above our spirits shelteringly, 
Who by the living and the dead 

Guardeth with tender sympathy. 
We need no angel's voice to cheer, 

No angel's hand to bring us weal. 
When Christ, the angels' Lord, is near, 

To comfort, sympathise, and heal. 
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GALILEE. 

" Go, hasten fortli to Galilee ;'* 

Thus spake the solemn angeVs word, 

" There shall your eyes Rabboni see, 
Your risen Saviour and your Lord." 

Cheered by the angel's sweet command^ 
Directed by his word and smile, 

They hasten to their promised land, 
To find the Saviour lost awhile. 

Time never showed an hour more fair, 
Earth never saw a sight more sweet, 

Than when five hundred brethren there 
Fell down before their Saviour's feet. 

Ah I would that we had been allowed 
With those five hundred souls to bend, 

Ere the Ascension-chariot cloud 

Veiled from our sight our 'Saviour Friend. 

Yet though we were forbidden there. 

There is another Galilee, 
The Galilee of faith and prayer, 

Where all may now the Saviour see. 

And those who seek Him there by grace, 
Through penitential faith and love, 

Shall meet Him in that better place, 
The brighter Galilee above. 
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SABBATH PKAYERS. 

Through the eastern chancel window 

The Sabbath light shone fair ; 
It softly fell on the kneeling crowd 

Who bowed in worship there. 
And I saw a recording angel stand, 

In the solemn and still old aisle, 
As he wrote each prayer with a steady hand, 

Which the worshippers breathed the while. 

The rich man, praying eagerly. 

What asked he in his prayer ? 
He implored God's rain for the thirsty fields 

He had sown with anxious care. 
And that feeble mother, with look so mild, 

What prayed she of God that day ? — her child 
She implored Him, with tears, to restore. 

From the death -bed where it lay. 

The poor man softly asked of God 

To give him daily bread ; 
And the invalid cried to Him to ease 

The pain of her aching head : 
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The fisherman's daughter begged for peace 

On the ocean's roaring main ; 
And the soldier's wife asked for her husband's life, 

From the campaign of slaughter again. 

Far, far down, near the chapel door, 

Unnoticed in the crowd, 
A poor blind woman prayed earnestly, 

Tears down her pale cheeks flowed. 
She was poor, and weak, and her clothes were thin, 

And she seemed to be suffering need ; 
But she asked not money, or food, or clothes. 

Though needing them much indeed. 

" Father," she cried, " oh, grant to me 

A place with Thee in heaven' ; 
Poor, weak, and worthless indeed I be. 

But Christ for me was given." 
And I saw that the angel's fingers shook. 

As he wrote down blind Mary's prayer. 
And a tear of emotion fell on his book, 

On its written record there. 



The prayer was o'er, the blessing said. 
The adorers homeward gone. 

When the book of records the angel laid 
Before the Mercy Throne. 
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God heard and granted the rich man's prayer, 

Rain blessed liis field of grain, 
He gave back the mother her suffering child 

In vigour and health again. 

He gave the poor man daily bread, 

And better clothes to wear ; 
He eased the invaHd's aching head, 

In answer to her prayer : 
And calm grew the waves on the bounding main, 

And peaceful the wind's rough roar ; 
The soldier came back from the battle-plain 

In peace to his home once more. 

That night, when stars shone overhead, 

And birds were singing late, 
A soul in white by the angels led, 

Passed through heaven's golden gate ; 
Blind Mary that night was crowned in heaven 

With the beautiful cro\^'n of grace ; 
Next Sunday some wondered why the old woman 

Knelt not in her usual place. 
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WE OWE IT UNTO THEE. 

W^E owe it unto Thee, 
If we have, Lord, been taught 
Thy grace in Jesus Christ to see, 
Thy love, surpassing thought. 

We owe it unto Thee, 
If we have learned to know 
The depth of sin's dark misery. 
Its deep, unfathomed woe. 

We owe it unto Thee, 
If we have learned to bow 
Before the cross, life's sacred tree, 
And hail the Saviour now. 

We owe it unto Thee, 
If we shall ever stand 
With harps upon the glassy sea. 
At Thy dear Son's right hand. 

All glory to Thy Name I 
Who art, and still shall be ; 
Alas ! that man should think it shame 
To own liiii debt to T\vfe^. 
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